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MEMORIES OP YOKKTOWN". 1 

Among the accumulations in the old garret at Wester Ogil, 
Mercer County, Ky., is a great cedar chest, that has followed the 
fortunes of the Lyon family since they left Perth, Scotland, 
nearly two centuries ago, writes a correspondent of the Richmond 
Times. It spent many years with them in Maryland and Vir- 
ginia, before reaching its present home in Kentucky, in the first 
decade of the nineteenth century. 

Last summer I turned back the lid on its musty old hinges, and 
reverently examined its contents. Down in one end was an old 
blue and buff coat, worn by great-great-grandfather in the Revo- 
lution Beneath that was a rich brocaded "canary silk" waistcoat, 
folded up, in which I found a neat little bundle of letters* and 
in another small package, wrapped in a bit of pink and black 

checked silk, was , but I am getting ahead of my story, or 

rather that told by two faded old letters. 

Camp before Yorktown, Virginia 
To Octr 7, 1781 

Joseph Lyon Esqre 
Wester Ogil Manor, 
near Baltimore. 
My Honourable Sir & Father, — 

Once more I beg to inform you that all is well with me, and I 
Hope both yourself & my mother are enjoying a like Good Health. 
Last night Genl Lincoln opened a long line of parallel Workes to the 

l Extracted from the Boston Transcript for March 10, 1900. 
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British, and now my lord Cornwallis will never march out of York- 
town except with cased colors, unless Sir Henry comes to his aide 
with the Fleat, which is most unlikely. With the French we have 
12,000 men in Camp besides the French Fleat. General Washington 
is expected in Camp to-day, he having been to visit the count De 
Grasse. You will remember I wrote you before of my friend and 
Tent mate Lieut. Falvey Fraser, and how I carried him off the field, 
when he was so badly wounded at Germantown four years ago. Well 
a few days ago he told me some of his past life. I had always 
thought he was a Virginian. That afternoon I had ridden out below 
the Camp in the Direction of the York. I had gone about a mile 
when I saw Falvey coming across a meadow on my right, soe I 
stoped and waited for him. He is a splendid Horseman, and that 
afternoon the perfect union of horse and rider as they came straight 
across the field was beautiful to see. While I was waiting somebodye 
suddenly begun to sing on my left. I looked around but saw no one 
It seemed to come from a thicket of Pines about two hundred yards 
away. The song marvelously sweet & clear brought to mind the 
last time we went to church together, for it was soft and plaintive as 
a Hymn and not such a Song as one commonly hears in Camp. 
Though I was close & the Voice was clear I could not understand the 
words. I happened to glance at Falvey's face & was struck by his 
rapt attention — he sat there on his Horse as still as a dead man on a 
summer afternoon & but for the throbbing veins on his foreheade 
and the breathing of his Horse with no more sine of Life. The 
Song had touched a hidden chord of his Life. Then the Song stopped 
and as the last soft notes died away a boyish man in a lieut's uniform 
of the British army rode out from the Pines. Seeing us he raised 
his cap & laughed, and then he spurred his horse through the Pines. 
I pulled my Pistol to shoot him, but Falvey caught my arm and it 
went off in the air. 

Seeing he must explain he drew a long breath and said: "That 
was my brother & this is the first time I've seen him for five years. 
That was an old Latin Hymn he was singing. Mother use to sing us 
to sleep with it in our old home in the Scottish Highlands. I have 
thought several times past that you wondered greatly about my past 
life, and now I will tell you what little there is to tell, for you are 
the only Friend I have in America. 

Our family is an old one in Scotland and have lived at Castle 
Fraser in Aberdeenshire since the twelfth cen. I'll pass over my 
early life to my college days at Edinburg. After I went there I met 
a Lady who was visiting there and immediately fell in love with her. 
To me she was the Paragon of the Female sex. We became engaged 
and all went well till my brother Henry came to the University. He 
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met Margaret, and from that day my hopes were doomed. We are 
entirely unlike. He is Clever and Witty and with a face as hand- 
some as Appolloes, while I am Quiet as you know. Before many more 
Weaks Margaret grew colder and colder to me and encouraged 
Henry more. About a month before I was to graduate She broke our 
vows. I was insane at losing her and went to Henry and accused 
him of acting dishonourably toward me. He resented it and said the 
Lady surely had a right to choose. Other words passed & I was so 
angry I snatched a pair of rapiers from the Wall and pitching him 
one, I made a savage lunge at him, piercing his shoulder. At this 
moment our older brother Sir Francis, who' is an officer with Lord 
Rodney on the Formidable, rushed in and separated us & lectured 
me soundly. Then came the revulsion of Feeling at attacking my 
Brother I did not want to see their Happiness & not caring what 
became of me I packed my Books and sailed the next weak to 
America & landed at Yorktown yonder 5 years ago. I have Relatives 
here in Virginia, and went to them till I joined the army in the 
beginning of the War. I have never heard from across the Sea since 
I came over here & did not know that Harry was in the army. 
Falvey stopped and seemed to wander away in thought to some 
distant place & we rode on in Silence. I tell you all this, My Dear 
Sir, because I have since learned that the Lady who was false to my 
friend is a distant cousin of ours — Margaret Lyon of Easter Ogil. 
News came to-day that Lord Rawton, who was on his way to South 
Carolina has been captured with some Important papers, by the 
French fleet. 

The People in this Section have been much opress'd by Lord Corn- 
wallice and Tarleton & there is great Rejoicing now that we have the 
Thieving Foxes in the Den. I hope to be Able to say next Time that 
the British have Surrendered: they can't hold out much Longer. 
With the Greatest Respect & Affection to yourself & my mother i 
am your most Dutiful Son — 

Jam's Lyon. 



Camp before Yorktown, 
To Octr 17, 1781. 

Jos. Lyon, Esqre 
Wester Ogil Manor, 
near Baltimore. 
My Honourable Sir & Father, — 

I beg to inform you that I am still Alive, and that the End is nigh, 
for my Lord C. sent Us a Flag at ten o'clock this forenoon. All Day 
yesterday the Guns kept up such a Thunder that it might be thought 
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Jove Himself was waging War; and our Solid Shotes have torn their 
Works to Peaces. On the night of the 14th: Inst. We stormed and 
took two of their Redoubts. One of the storming Partys was Com- 
manded by Comte de Deuponts and the other one — my party by Colo. 
Alexander Hamilton. The darkness was Intense & we carried them 
with the Bayonete. The Army is much Joyd at the success, but I 
am sad at heart, and I will tell you why. That afternoon Falvey 
told me tuat he had a presentiment that something was going to 
Happen. I tried to laugh it off, but I saw him go to his Mare Beauty 
and caress her for some time. They had the greatest affection for 
each other I ever saw, and she would rub her nose against his arm 
and whiney when he was talking to her, just like she understood 
Him. That afternoon I heard him say : "We have been sweethearts, 
Beauty, we two." Then he sighed and added tenderly: "I wish we 
could go together." He then put the sadle on and galloped away, 
and did not come back til Dark. Then after night fell we made 
ready to creap up on the British. Just before we got to their Sentry 
I heard the now familiar words of the old Latin Hymn rise full and 
sweet from behind the Redoubt. Falvey clutched my arm, and I felt 
him shake like he had a severe chill. In a few moments we wer on 
their works and fighting hevily. I tried to keep near Falvey & as we 
climbed the mound of Earth and Barrels I saw him plunge his sword 
into the Breast of a man that stood above Him and the fellow ex- 
ploded his Pistol in Falvey's face. Just then they set off some 
Rockets and I saw that the man was Lieut't Fraser. He reeled and 
dropped his Pistole. Falvey recognized him too and sprung forward 
and clasped him in his arms and cryed "Harry! Harry! It is I 
your Brother." Then both fell to the ground and when I seperated 
them Lieut't Fraser was dead and Falvey was unconscious from the 
Pistole shot. 

We carried him back to camp, and when we dressed his wound he 
was conscious and said to me "I did my Duty Jim but 't was hard. 
Don't doe too much, I don't want to get well." Soon after this he 
sank into a stupor. About sundown the next Day, the 15th, he 
roused up and said as he felt my hand "Listen Jim! don't you hear 
the old Ave Maria? Its Harry on the way thro' the Parke to the 
castle. I must hurry and overtake Him." He then became quiet 
again. 

About eleven o'clock that evening I was sitting with him; when I 
heard rapid Hoof beates coming. They stopped before our Tent and 
I heard Beauty whiney. She knew the way for Falvey often left her 
standing there. After being neglected all Day she had come to hunt 
Him. He heard her too and started up in B'ed saying, "Whoa 
Beauty, steady sweetheart; I'm ready." He gropped for the Reigns 
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and his foot was partly raised as though for the stirup. "Go 
Beauty!" he said and sank back in my arms. When I laid him down 
he was Dead. The mare had heard his last command & Galloped on. 
The Hoof beates grew fainter till I heard a Sentry challenge & a shot 
when they stopped. I knew it was as Falvey wished. He and Beauty 
went together. I miss Him soe for He was the best Friend I had. 

I don't know where We will go when Lord C. surrenders. May 
bee up thro' Maryland and then I'll see you and my mother. With 
Respects from your 

Affec'te & Dutiful Son, 

James Lyon. 

And now unfasten the bit of black and pink silk. The fair, 
sweet face of a girl of perhaps twenty looks up at you from a 
bit of ivory set in twisted gold. On the back of the Miniature 
are these words : 

"Marg't Lyon, 

Nat. 1755, 
Easter Ogil." 

Was she the wife of Lieutenant Harry Fraser? Who knows? 

Joseph Lyon Millek. 

Note. — In a rare old book called "Tarleton's Campaigns" I 
find the name of Lieutenant Fraser of the Seventy-First Regi- 
ment, among the killed at Yorktown on Oct. 14, 1781. 

Heitman's Eegister of the United States Army says that Lieu- 
tenant Falvey Fraser of the Fourteenth Virginia Regiment was 
killed at Germantown Oct. 4, 1777. If this be the same man 
spoken of in the letters, Heitman must be mistaken. 

James Lyon served throughout the war in the Virginia troops, 
and received from the State a grant of land for his services. 
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In April, 1676, I John 1 Lanier and John Woodlief were sent 
by the men of Charles City Co. (afterwards Prince George Co.), 
to ask Sir William Berkeley for a commission to go against the 
Indians. They came from the volunteers encamped at Jordan's 



